THE  LIFE  OF  KATHERINE  MANSFIELD

Fenella went up the dewy garden at PIcton. While
she stroked the white cat in the dusky sitting-room,
she listened to grandma's gentle voice and the
rolling tones of grandpa. Then she went in.

" There, lying to one side of an immense bed, lay
grandpa. Just his head with a white tuft., and his
rosy face and long silver beard showed over the quilt.
He was like a very old wide-awake bird."
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Harold Beauchamp (who was to be the father of
Katherine Mansfield) thus belonged to the first
generation of New Zealand-born pioneers. It was
the generation which still spoke of England as
"home" (in the manner of its fathers), yet pre-
served a silence, very eloquent, concerning personal
relation to the colony. If at heart the men still
were Englishmen, they were in soul New Zealanders.

The energy of the new generation was needed in
the colony now. The tireless struggle of the older
pioneers at the bottom of the world, remote from
any real aid (since they would not and could not
look to Australia, but only to England), brought the
primitive stage of colonisation to an end only forty
years after the Tory had anchored on the edge of a
remote and savage wilderness* By this time (1879)
Harold Beauchamp had been in Wellington, the
capital, for three years. At eighteen, when he
started out for himself, he rode on a brief tide of
prosperity. The financial courage of Sir Julius
Vogel, the Colonial Treasurer, who with the colony
owing seven millions, dared to borrow ten, had
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